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The Grave is Heaven's golden Gate,
And rich and poor around it wait;
O Shepherdess of England's Fold,
Behold this Gate of Pearl and Gold!

To dedicate to England's Queen
The Visions that my Soul has seen,
And, by Her kind permission, bring
What I have borne on solemn Wing
From the vast regions of the Grave,
Before Her Throne my Wings I wave;
Bowing before my Sovereign's Feet,
"The Grave produced these Blossoms sweet
In mild repose from Earthly strife;
The Blossoms of Eternal Life!"

If it is True, what the Prophets write,

That the heathen Gods are all stocks & stones,

Shall we, for the sake of being Polite,

Feed them with the juice of our marrow bones?

And if Bezaleel & Aholiab drew
What the Finger of God pointed to their View,
Shall we suffer the Roman & Grecian Rods
To compell us to worship them as Gods?

They stole them from the Temple of the Lord,
And Worshipp'd them that they might make
Inspired Art Abhor/d.

The Wood & Stone were calTd The Holy Things
And their Sublime Intent given to their Rings,